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since your father's death so wisely that even
after paying the income tax and the property
tax, the inheritance tax, the dog tax and the tax
on amusements you will still have one half of
one per cent. to spend.”

Winnifred clasped her hands.

“T knew it all the time,” said Lord Mor-
daunt, drawing the girl to his embrace, “I found
it out through this good man.”

“We knew it too,” said the Marchioness.
“Can you forgive us, darling, our little plot for
your welfare. Had we not done this Mor-
daunt might have had to follow you over to
America and chase you all around Newport
and Narragansett at a fearful expense.”

“How can I thank you enough?’ cried
Winnifred. Then she added eagerly, ‘“And
my birth, my descent?”

“It is all right,” interjected the Old Lawyer.
“It is A-1. Your father, who died before
you were born, quite a little time before, be-
longed to the very highest peerage of Wales.
You are descended directly from Claer-ap-
Claer, who murdered Owen Glendower. Your
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